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"Ah, I must be going back to the kembm. It's very late, I think'1
She got up.
"Wait! Why do you go so soon?"
"Prince, do you really want me to be with you?"
She lighted the gas lamp, and as she returned to her seat, she re-
peated: "Prince, do you really want me to be with you?"
Smiling, their eyes met.
"Tania!"
She shivered and her eyes traced the weave of the mats on the floor.
"Why didn't you come to the parties I was at before?"
"Prince-"
"Prince?" Saionji scowled. "That title is abolished."
"May I say Prince when we are alone? I called you that before you
left for Europe. May I?"
Saionji smiled in assent
"And will you call me Okiku? That is my real name and you used
to use it, do you remember?"
Quickly he agreed to do so.
"Did you ever think of me while you were away?" she asked, and
immediately shook her head because she had not meant to ask that
question.
"To be frank—you don't mind, do you?—I forgot all about you in
the beginning, for I was too busy with my studies. And I did not know
you were thinking of me at all, because before I left you were just a
girl to me. But later, when I was depressed, for some reason, I began
to think of you*"
"Oh, I longed for news day and night/' She shook her head again.
Tears started an her eyes. Her tongue was undoing the work of ten
years.
"But after I came back a year ago you refused to see me* So I con-
cluded that you were merely mercenary-"
"You arc wrong, Prince,'*
"How?"
"I saw you practically every day." She let her emotions have their
way.
"What?"
"I did, I asked all my geisha friends and acquaintances about you* I
watched you going to teach at the Law School or walking to the news-
paper office. Once I almost jumped in your way,"
"Why, Okiku!"

